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Astray 


Author's Notes: 
This came to me during my lunch break today. | was prompted by my co-worker C with \"Henkka/Make\", \"ice 
cream shop\", and \"soccer/football hooligans\". Thanks to Lia for the look over. 


Marko's eyes hone on the man across the table. 


Cloudy blue orbs watch the man slowly eat an ice cream cone. A pink tongue traces tiny groves into the white 


cream. 

Marko's hand tightens around his own ice cream cone, eyes never leaving the other person 
The man's eyebrow raises. "Make? Are you watching me?" 

"No..not at all. Not much to look at in this shop." 


Henkka nods and goes back to licking his ice cream cone. 


Marko licks his lips and pictures that pink tongue licking up the side of his cock 
Henkka stops and looks up again. "Um, Make?" 

"Yeah?" 

"You're dripping." 

Marko's face flushes and he shifts in the booth. 

"No Make, not that," laughs Henkka. "Your ice cream cone, it's dripping." 

Marko swallows. "Right, my cone." 

"What did you think | mean?" 

Marko licks around his ice cream cone fast to get all of the drippings. 

"Make? Did you hear me? 

"Yeah, | heard you." Marko stops licking and looks up. "And it's..um, nothing." 
Henkka's eyebrow arches. "You're acting really weird." 

"No, l'm not. Just trying to eat my ice cream cone.” 

Henkka chuckles. "Right: In between staring at me, you mean" 

Marko blushes and he shakes his head. "There's not..not much to look at in here." 
"Except me." 

"Right, you. If you..if you don't want to me to look at you, I'll understand” 


Henkka smiles. "No, | don't mind you watching me. It's not like you could not watch me anyway. | swear you've 
been watching me since | joined this band" 


Marko swallows and stares down at the table. "| have not." 


"Oh, you so have. Every time | look up, your eyes are on me. At first | thought maybe it was a coincidence 


but now | know you just like watching me." 


"|. there's not much to look at in here." 


Henkka chuckles and reaches over to pat Marko's arm. "Yeah, you've mentioned that like three times now. But 


its not just in here, it's everywhere we're together. On stage, on the bus, backstage, at restaurants..and so 


on. 
"Oh. You noticed that?" 

"The guy at the other end of this shop noticed, Make," snorts Henkka "You're not exactly subtle about it” 
Marko traces his finger on the table. "Sorry about that." 


Henkka smiles and finishes off his cone. "Don't worry about it. Though if | didn't know better, I'd think you want 


me or something." 


Marko glances up, eyes wide. "|..well..actually I... 


A loud bang of the front door interrupts them as a group of footballers enter into the shop. They all clamor 
to the front area and yell out their orders. 


Henkka grins at the look of relief on Marko's face. "Saved by the whistle, eh Make?" 


